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	1. Chapter 1

**Hello! **I am going to write 100 drabbles based of a prompt list I found on tumblr (where else) called "100 Ways To Say I Love You". I'm hoping to write 100 different pairings-romantic and otherwise-and I do have ideas for some of the prompts on the list, but if you would like to request a specific ship or friendship (or family pairing, or any other combination) and a prompt, please do feel free! You can find the full list on my tumblr, but I should say now that the prompts are courtesy of .com, and the Harry Potter universe of course belongs to JK Rowling. I'm just messing up her sandpit, and this is purely for fun. See you all at the other end, eh?

* * *

><p><em>One More Chapter - Ron &amp; Rose<em>

"...and such protections have kept the staff and students of Hogwarts safe for many generations," he finishes. "And as well they should," he adds looking seriously at his daughter, who blinks up at him, gurgling. "Or we'd have all sorts of Dark Wizards attacking the school left right and centre, and then where would we be? Up the creek without a paddle, that's where."

Rose splutters, sounding startlingly like she's blowing a raspberry at him. "Quite," nods her father. "Now, d'you think you might go to sleep now, little baby? Or am I going to have to read you your mother's favourite subject: apparition into and out of the school grounds?"

Rose wriggles about in the crib, like she's settling herself in for a good bit. "Very well," Ron says. He clears his throat. "A History of Transportation To and From the School Site," he reads. "A mighty fine sub-heading, if ever there was one." Rose gurgles in agreement.

"Apparition within Hogwarts' grounds has been impossible since the early days of the school. Records suggest that the Founders were unwilling to risk entry of any potentially dangerous visitors, and so placed wards around the castle with protections of their own devising. However—and this is the important bit, Rosie, your Mum'll test you on this later," he says in an aside, and he swears she understands, because there's a touch of Hermione straightening up, readying herself for a difficult question from a teacher in the way her shoulders stiffen ever so slightly, and her eyes follow him as he finds his place in the book again.

"However, it has always been possible for the current Headmaster or mistress of the school to lift these wards for their own purposes. This has, on occasion, produced some unintended consequences. In 1643, whilst Headmaster Derril Pyworthy lifted the wards to allow for a visit from the current Minister for Magic, a number of students took advantage of his action to introduce to the school a herd of Howling Bibblecrumps, which—a herd of _what_? Did Luna edit this book?!"

Rose sneezed. "Bless you," he says automatically, still staring at the book. Maybe it's the darkness, stopping him seeing correctly. He'll be borrowing Harry's glasses next. Or maybe the lateness of the hour sending him slightly loopy; it's nearly—

"Ron? It's three-thirty in the morning," Hermione's voice says softly, and he looks up to find his wife standing in the doorway. "You know you should just wake me if she needs feeding, it's not a problem." The dark circles under her eyes and the weight she's lost suggest otherwise, but he senses that this isn't the time to bring that up.

"She's not hungry," he says instead. "And she doesn't need changing, and she's not ill or running a fever, and she's not even crying. She just...won't sleep."

"She does that," Hermione says. "Your mother says it's normal, that some babies are just like that. She said when she had Charlie, she was only managing about two hours a night because he hardly slept, but he's turned out fine. But...I'm worried. What if I'm doing something wrong, and—"

"Hermione, love," he says, shushing her. Rose has been quiet, but Hermione's voice, growing louder and louder, is starting to disturb her, and she grizzles slightly. Hermione immediately reaches towards her, but Ron puts out an arm, stopping her from picking her up. "Shush now," he soothes. "Hush."

He's not sure if it's his daughter or his wife he's most trying to quieten, but it works on both. Rose's soft cries stop, and Hermione slumps against him slightly. "Sit down by me," he says softly. "Come on. There's nothing you're doing wrong. Rose just...doesn't sleep."

"But what if—"

"No what ifs," he says firmly. "Some babies are just little buggers like that." Hermione snorts softly, then sits down in the chair next to him, snuggling into his side. She yawns hugely.

"What were you reading to her?" she asks, once the yawn has passed. In response, he simply holds up the book, and she squints at its title in the dark. "Oh. _Oh_," she says, once she's read it.

"Well, it's her mother's favourite," he says. "Got to indoctrinate her, eh?" She shoves him, then rearranges herself so she's lying against him, summoning a spare blanket with a flick of her wand.

"Carry on, then," she murmurs. He finds his place and keeps reading, but within two minutes she's out like a light, a dead weight against him. He doesn't begrudge her the sleep; she has certainly earned it, doing the late feeds night after night after night. Twenty minutes after that, Rose is looking sleepy, too, but her eyes are still open. Ron's are starting to hurt with the effort of staying awake, his voice is hoarse from reading aloud for hours. Every time he tries to stop, however, Rose begins to grizzle again, and he can take a hint.

"One more chapter?" he asks, and she coos in response. "Very well. Ahem. _Hogwarts, A History. _Chapter seven: the development of a curriculum. Are you comfortable? Then we'll begin."

* * *

><p><strong>PS: <strong>I'm going to try to write some non-Weasley pairings here. I _know_. Hold onto your hats indeed. So, if you have any ideas as to who I can write about, please do leave a review :)


	2. Chapter 2

I'm completely overwhelmed by all the lovely reviews on yesterday's update; thank you so much to everyone who left such wonderful comments. Those who left suggestions - I have absolutely taken them on board, and will hopefully get round to them soon. In the meantime, here's a "drabble". Ahem.

* * *

><p><em> "Take my jacket, it's cold outside." - Arthur &amp; Ginny<em>

"And where do you think you're going, at this time of night?"

Ginny blinks. Dad doesn't shout and yell like Mum does when she's mad, and he doesn't _sound_ angry, just interested in her response, but she _was_ supposed to be in bed two and a half hours ago, and you can never really tell, with Dad. "To get some water?" she says quickly, and Dad's face clears.

"Ah, of course," he says, and she breathes out in relief. Really, it's _so_ easy to pull the wool over his eyes. so silly. "Water. Now, do tell me Ginny dear, what about getting water requires shin guards? And are those elbow pads, as well?"

_Bus-ted. _

"Um," she says, squirming. She could try making something up again—she is good at inventing stories—but Dad doesn't seem mad _yet_. Lying could push him over the edge. "I was going to practise flying," she says, settling on telling the truth.

"At half-eleven at night?" Dad asks, raising an eyebrow.

"Ron and Fred an' George and the rest won't let me," she says mulishly. "They always say that they don't have time to teach me to fly, so I can't play Quidditch with them. And all they do is play Quidditch and I want to play too! But they say girls aren't good enough to play, 'cause they're not strong enough. So I thought, if I learn to fly in secret and to catch the ball and stuff, I could play one day and surprise them with how good I am and _that'll_ show 'em!" She sounds much fiercer by the time she gets to the end of her explanation, standing as she is with her legs apart, hands planted firmly on her hips. Dad coughs slightly, and looks away briefly before turning back to her.

"I see," he says gravely. "Now, I do understand why you feel like you do, but it's still not very good that you're sneaking out when your Mum and I think you're safe and tucked up in bed, is it?"

"No..." she agrees reluctantly. "But I'm only going in the garden, so I'm not in any danger from strangers or anything like that, and I always wear my shin pads! And a helmet, when I can find one."

"Well, if you're wearing _shin pads_..." Dad sighs. Ginny bites her lip, and tries to look innocent. She's glad it was Dad who caught her. Mum would've shouted and made her do extra chores for a week, because she doesn't understand how important Quidditch is. Dad doesn't understand how important Quidditch is, either, but he _does_ know what it's like to really, really, really love something, and that's why she always listens really hard when he tells her about all those strange muggle things he likes so much. She doesn't like them, but it's always really nice when people listen to her talk about things.

"Listen, Ginny," he says seriously. "It's not very good of you to sneak around at night like this. I understand that you want to learn to fly, but flying is dangerous unless you're properly supervised. I don't want you doing this again, in case you get hurt and Mummy and I don't know where to find you, okay?"

"Okay," she says. "I promise." And she's certainly not crossing her fingers behind her back when she says the words...

"But, listen," he says, "your brothers aren't very nice to not let you play with them. That's not fair, is it?" Hope rises in her chest, and she shakes her head vehemently. "They're also completely wrong to say that girls can't play Quidditch, and on the weekend I'll prove it to you. We'll go and see the Holyhead Harpies play their match against Caerphilly, just you and me, okay?"

Her eyes widen. "Really?!"

"I think I should be able to get us some tickets," he promises. "And—"

"Thank you Daddy!" she says gleefully, throwing herself at him. The shin pads knock against his own knees, hard enough to make him _oof_, but she doesn't notice, squeezing him tight. "I promise not to sneak out again," she says seriously when she draws back, and she means it this time. "But I promise I'm _very_ good at flying, and I wouldn't be in any danger of hurting myself."

"I've no doubt," says Dad. "But _no_." She tries not to look too crestfallen—she is getting a trip (without her brothers!) to see the Holyhead Harpies play on the weekend—but it's hard. She'd been so looking forward to flying...

"You know," Dad says thoughtfully after a moment. "It's late, but I just have to dash off a quick report for Perkins, before I can go to bed myself..." Ginny's heart starts to beat faster. "It should only take about ten minutes, but I'm sure if you were to go out for a quick whizz about the garden whilst I jot down some notes—just a quick one, mind you, ten minutes max—that could be a little secret between us, hmm?"

She's about to squeal with delight, then realises that wouldn't be very secretive of her. "Definitely a secret," she whispers instead, nodding her head with such force it almost hurts.

"Take my cloak, though," he says. "It's cold out, tonight."

* * *

><p>Ginny lands in the back garden, stretching, then removes the Disillusionment Charm. It's about thirty miles, as the broom flies, between her home with Harry in Godric's Hollow and her daughter's house, and she flies over a few times a week for a cup of tea and a catch up with her mother. As long as she's hidden from any muggles who might happen to be glancing skywards, there's nothing to stop her. She much prefers it to apparating, and these days she tends not to have too many urgent meetings to get to, so she can afford to take her time and see the sights, so to speak.<p>

She stashes her broom in the shed, and is just closing up when a sound makes her look to her left, up towards the orchard. Dad is standing there, between two trees, wearing his pyjamas and a look of slightly confusion. Her heart sinks as she makes her way over to him.

"Hello, Dad!" she calls out, as cheerfully as she can. "How's it going?"

"Mollywobbles?" he asks, sounding frail.

"No, Dad, its Ginny," she says, striding over. She hopes that once she gets close enough to him, he'll be able to see that it's his daughter, but she's touching his arm now, and he just shrinks back from her.

"Molly? Where's...the office, I'm..."

Ginny swallows. "Molly's inside," she says clearly, because the Healers have said it's important not to try to correct him too much, just explain what they're doing and get him to safety as quickly as possible. "Shall we go and find her?"

"Yes..." he replies vaguely.

"Come with me, then," she says, linking her arm through his. They walk slowly back towards the house, and Ginny resists the urge to speed up—Mum must've noticed he's gone missing again, and be getting worried.

"I'm going to work," he tells her, and she nods.

"Where do you work?" she asks.

"In London, for the Ministry. I'm—" he breaks off, stumbling slightly as he trips on a broken branch. Ginny's got too tight a hold on him to allow him to fall over entirely, but by the time the incident is over and he's stable again—mere seconds, really—his eyes seem clearer as he realises who is holding onto his arm.

"Ginny! When did you get here?" he asks, and she's sure now that he's back with her. Temporarily, at least.

"Just a moment ago," she explains. "I flew down, and I was just putting my broom away in the shed when I saw you down by the orchard. You said you were going to work."

He looks down at his pyjamas rather ruefully. "Perhaps not," he says, and Ginny notices the goosebumps on his arms. "Here," she says, quickly shrugging off her own cloak. "Take mine. It's cold outside, today."

"I know," he agrees, "you wouldn't think it was April, would you? Although, the weather was lovely last weekend, wasn't it?" It's a relief to hear him say these things: any proof that he knows what's going on, where he is, what happened three days ago, is more than welcome.

She helps him on with her cloak. "I was going," he says suddenly, "to feed the chickens. Your mother asked me to. But I think I bypassed the coop and...I got confused. I couldn't remember what I was supposed to be doing, so I just...kept going. And then...I don't remember."

It sounds like he can't have been gone more than a few moments, so Mum probably isn't worried, but she's glad she caught him before he apparated off to London. The thought of him splinching himself, or stuck halfway between home and the Ministry with no one knowing where he is, makes her feel ill. "Well, no harm done now, eh?" she says. They start off towards the house again.

"Molly would worry so, if she knew," he says, and Ginny wraps her cloak tighter around him where it's started to slip off one shoulder. "I don't want to upset her. I'm just a bit forgetful, that's all, nothing to worry about. You won't tell her, will you?"

"It'll be our secret," she says, and hopes he won't notice her crossing her fingers behind her back. Dad smiles.

Ginny supresses a sigh. She will have to tell Mum, of course, and the rest of the family, and the Healers. Dad's getting worse and worse, but at least for now he does keep coming back to them. For now, they can still share a secret.

And a cloak.


	3. Chapter 3

Many thanks to **MandyinKC **who requested (amongst other things, which I am still working on!) something between the three Gryffindor Chasers :)

* * *

><p><em>"Happy Birthday!" – Angelina, Alicia &amp; Katie<em>

"_Happy Birthday dear Kay-teee, happy birthday to you_!"

She laughs at their theatrics: Alicia twirling around, streamers erupting from her wand, Angelina bowing and presenting her with a cake—"Quick, hurry up and blow out the candles, or I'll end up dropping it and setting your bedclothes alight!"—and they both clap and cheer with such enthusiasm when she's managed it, it's like they're back on the Quidditch pitch and she's scored the winning goal. It takes her back, and for a moment she expects Fred and George and Harry and Oliver to appear through the door, too, but they don't. It's just Angelina and Alicia, and she watches as they set out neatly wrapped gifts on the table at the foot of the bed and blow up balloons, talking and laughing like they're back in the dormitories again.

She remembers being intimidated by them at first; they were only one school year above her, but at twelve, that seemed such a huge difference. She was tiny and plain and awkward; Angelina—almost two actual years older than her—was tall and commanding, capable of keeping even the Weasley twins in line, and Alicia was the prettiest, daintiest girl in the whole of Gryffindor, but she managed to counter this with such ferocious fierceness on the pitch that no one underestimated her for more than a few seconds. It would have been easy for them to look down on her, to act like this second-year upstart of a Chaser wasn't worthy of their time, but they never did. From their first practise, they treated her like their equal on the pitch, and off it, they soon became the big sisters she never had.

So it seems silly to pick faults in their kindness and fun, especially knowing the trouble they will likely have gone to, to organise this whole thing, but when they ask if she wants to do cake or presents first, she can't help but ask, "You know today isn't my birthday, right?"

"Of course, you idiot," Angelina says, rolling her eyes. "But you kind of missed yours, remember?"

"So obviously we had to do something about that," Alicia beams. "It's six months today since your real birthday, so why not celebrate it today, now that you're, you know..."

"Actually awake," finishes Angelina. "I always think that consciousness adds a little something to any celebration."

"Says the girl who ended _her_ eighteenth birthday celebrations with her head down the toilet in the Three Broomsti—oh, I'm sorry," Alicia's expression switches from teasing to guilt so quickly Katie thinks she might get whiplash. "I didn't mean—"

"No, it's fine," she says. "You can say it; I don't mind talking about what happened. Not that I really remember anything much. Earlier that day, Hogsmeade with Leanne—fine. Then nothing until I woke up in hospital. I didn't even know the whole thing happened at the Three Broomsticks until my Mum told me."

"Not anything?" asks Alicia, wide-eyed.

"Literally nothing," she replies. "And I suppose it's a good thing, because the pain was so bad they were worried I might have permanent brain damage. So I'm rather glad I can't recall it at all."

"If I catch the person who did this to you..." Angelina trails off from her threat, wringing an invisible neck, whilst Alicia reaches over and holds her hand.

"If there's _anything_ we can do that will make it better..." she says, and Katie squeezes her hand back.

"Like I say, I don't remember the worst bits. And I feel better with each day that goes by. I can walk up and down the corridor outside now without feeling tired at all; this time last week, I could only manage to the door of my room and back without having to sit down," she says. "I'm improving!"

"Well, you'll be back on a broom playing Quidditch in no time," Alicia says cheerfully.

"And don't think we'll go easy on you, Bell, just because you've been 'cursed'," Angelina adds, making finger quotes around the word and rolling her eyes like she doesn't believe her.

"I'd expect nothing less," Katie laughs. "But you know what's been medically proven to aid recovery? Cake!"

"As a Healer-in-Training, I approve," Alicia says, reaching for the paper plates they've bought. She busies herself cutting it, whilst Angelina walks over and gently affixes a party hat to her head, carefully brushing her hands over the fine soft hair covering her head.

"It's growing back then?" she asks, and Katie nods.

"I'm having three lots of hair-replenishing potions a day now, but it's worth it. They are working," she says. "I know it's stupid—they shaved my head for the operation and I'd probably have died if I hadn't had it, and it _is_ just hair—but that's been the worst of it, for me."

"It's not stupid." Angelina shakes her head. "It's not _just_ hair."

"I'm just so glad it's finally starting to grow back," she says. "They said it wouldn't at first, and..." She shrugs, still feeling silly. It's just hair. She nearly _died_. What's a bit of baldness, compared to living?

"Well, if it doesn't, me and Alicia would get our heads shaved to match yours," declares Angelina.

"Ooh, yes!" squeals Alicia, handing over a slice of cake. "And then we could all go wig shopping together!" Angelina mimes sticking her fingers down her throat, behind her back, and Katie laughs and if a few tears slip out, too—well, they're all friends here.

They've seen her through worse.

* * *

><p>Sorry this took a little while to post: I've been a bit swamped with RLuni recently but things are calming down a bit now, so I hope to be a little quicker on the updates. Also, thank you so much to everyone who has left reviews and suggestions so far! I know I'm a little behind with replies and messages, and I hope to get to those tomorrow, but I have read and treasured every comment whilst I've been busy playing in the academic sandpit. They really help to make that a little easier, so: THANK YOU :)


	4. Chapter 4

**TW: some (non-graphic) references to violence in this one.**

* * *

><p><em>"Call me if you need anything." - NevilleHannah_

"Of course," Neville says, folding and unfolding the piece of parchment in his hands, "St. Mungo's is an absolutely wonderful hospital. They'll have him sorted out in no time."

"Of course they will," she agrees, removing the breakfast he hasn't eaten from the table. "You should try and drink your tea, at least."

"And I'm sure he must be much better already, because when I enquired about visiting, they were perfectly happy to—"

"Neville," she says sharply, and he freezes, looking up at her in alarm. She tries to tone down her voice, tries to sound soothing and kind and like his behaviour for the past day and a half hasn't been terribly concerning. "I'm going to take this off you," she says, tugging gently at the piece of parchment he's now started to tear up, "because this is Natalie Jenkins's essay on the properties of Gurdyroot. And I don't think she'd want it ripped to shreds, hmm? At least, not before you've marked it."

It takes a moment for his brain to process her words—being up all night will do that, she knows—but when he does, he immediately thrusts the parchment at her and pushes himself up from the table, rushing off to the window, then the doorway, then the sofa along the far wall. The flat above the Leaky Cauldron is small, but she's always thought of it as cosy. This morning, with him pacing around, it feels like a cage.

"I'm a terrible teacher." The words burst out of him before she can think of anything else to say, and her heart wrenches.

She reaches out for him, starting to reassure him on impulse, but he flings out an arm to stop her getting close. "I am," he says wildly. "I nearly tore up that girl's homework! I should be banned!"

"With all due respect to Natalie Jenkins," Hannah says, aiming for levity, "that essay is terrible and looks as though it was written in five minutes before her lesson." (In pink ink, and scented with a horrible cheap perfume, but this is not, perhaps, the moment for laughing at Professor Longbottom's status as the most crushed on member of the Hogwarts' faculty.) "I don't think anyone could blame you for tearing it up. In my non-professional opinion, of course." Before she's even got to the end of the sentence, she can tell that he hasn't listened to a word she's just said.

"Hannah," Neville says, dropping down on to the sofa. "A boy nearly died in my class. That would have been my fault. I would have caused a child to _die_." She's never been the best comic, but a joke has never got that reaction before now. Probably time for some drastic action, she thinks.

"Oh, don't be such a _bloody _idiot!" she snaps, and his head shoots up from his hands. He gapes at her.

"You can close that mouth, or you'll be catching flies in it!" she says tartly. "Honestly, Neville, I'm sick of this. _I _think you're just feeling sorry for yourself!" For the past thirty six hours, ever since she received the almost-incoherent floo call from him, she's been treating him so gently it's like he's been made of porcelain, accepting every moment of self-recrimination as par for the course, but this has been going on for _too long_. She can't be _nice_ forever. Nice won't fix him.

He splutters. "Hannah, a child under my care suffered—"

"A terrible accident," she cuts him off. "A one-in-a-million fluke that happened to end badly. You had no idea that Gregory Hallam was allergic to Gillyweed, because neither did he, nor his parents, nor anyone else. If you had, you obviously wouldn't have allowed him near it, but you didn't, so it wasn't your fault. It was just an accident. And another thing—" she adds, holding up a hand to stem any protest he might be about to make. "Accident or not, if you hadn't been on hand to deal with the aftermath, he _would_ have died. Your skills prevented him from asphyxiating. Madam Pomfrey said she couldn't have performed the necessary magic better herself. And I tell you something, with all due respect to Professor Sprout, I don't know if she would have known the right spells to use quickly enough. You saved his life, Neville. Now, pull yourself together and act like it!"

"Professor Sprout would've known the right spells," he mutters, after a moment.

"What's the point in speculating?" she shrugs. "She might, she might not. You did. The kid will be fine. In fact—he'll spend a few days being fussed over in hospital, then come back an absolute hero to the rest of the second years for all his dramatics. He'll love it!"

"You're right," Neville sighs, but he still looks troubled, and Hannah sighs inwardly.

"What," she says, "is it that is bothering you?"

There's a pause. A very long pause. But Hannah is nothing if not patient.

"When I took the job," he says eventually, "it was hard, at first, going back to school after everything that happened in our seventh year. I know it was ages ago now, but I couldn't go past the dungeons without hearing the screams of everyone the Carrows tortured and...it was horrible."

"Of course," Hannah says gently. "That's perfectly normal."

"But I used to get through it," he continues, "by thinking that that was all in the past. And that as long as I was alive, no one else at the school would have to hear those sounds. And yesterday...Gregory was in such pain, and all the other kids in the class were screaming in terror and it just...it took me back to that. And I feel so weak and stupid, because I've tried so hard to move on from that year and every time I think I have, that I'm over it..." He shrugs. "This was just an accident, a fluke, whatever. But it brought me straight back."

"That's perfectly normal, Neville," she says again. "And it's fine that you feel that way. But if you ever call yourself weak or stupid because of it again, you will have me to answer to. _Do you understand me_?"

He meets her eyes, then manages a small—but genuine—smile. "Received and understood," he says. She smiles back.

"Honestly," he adds, giving the tiniest of laughs, "that was _such_ a teacher voice. You want to take my classes for the rest of this week?"

"Absolutely not," she says. "But I can come with you to the hospital, if you would like? You said that you'd planned to visit him at nine this morning, after he'd had his breakfast, and it's five to now. You should get going."

"No, it's okay," Neville replies, standing up. "I know you're busy. I'll be off, then." He walks over and pecks her on the lips, and she smoothes out imagined creases in his shirt front with her hands. He reaches towards the container of floo powder on the mantelpiece, but she stops him just as he's about to take a handful.

"Neville," she says, "call me if you need anything, okay? At the hospital, at school...I'm just a fireplace away."

"Okay," he replies, "I will."


	5. Chapter 5

This one was requested by diva gonzo, who asked for seventh year Hermione and Ginny. Mostly fluff, but some exam-talk here - beware!

* * *

><p><em>Here, drink this. You'll feel better." – Hermione and Ginny<em>

She hears her before she sees her; she's got her bossy voice on again and she's doing her usual play-by-play of each exam question. She's talking to—talking _at_—Tabitha, one of the girls from Ginny's year. Ginny and Tabitha have never exactly been bosom buddies, but they are friendly, so she feels like she has some kind of moral obligation to save her from Hermione.

She'd practically feel a moral obligation to save Draco Malfoy from Hermione in her current state, though, so that's not saying much.

"Hi ladies," she says, linking her arm through Hermione's. "Thank Merlin that's over, right?"

"I know," sighs Tabitha. "Transfiguration is my absolute worst subject. I'll be lucky to scrape a T!"

"Oh, no, I'm sure that's not true!" Ginny replies. "You always feel like you've done worse than you actually have, right?"

"Actually, as long as you get above eighteen and a half percent overall, which, when you include your practical mark, should leave you with at least—"

"Tab, d'you mind if I steal Hermione for a bit?" Ginny says with a polite smile, starting to drag her towards the portrait hole.

Tabitha looks like someone's just awarded her the _Daily Prophet's_ prize draw. "Go ahead!"

Ginny steers Hermione through the Common Room, out of the portrait hole, down all the stairs and corridors to the Entrance Hall, then out through the grounds, past the Quidditch Pitch and down to the Great Lake, where she conjures a blanket and pats the space next to her, beginning to rummage around in her satchel. The entire time, Hermione does not stop talking about the exam they've both just come out of. It's only been half an hour since they finished, and Ginny's already all but forgotten her own answers to the questions, but she feels like she could probably, at this point, fairly effectively plagiarise Hermione's own paper.

"Anyway, I did think that it was a bit unfair to have two questions on human-to-animal Transfiguration on one paper, but the first was fairly straightforward I suppose, whereas question eleven was a much more—"

"Hermione," Ginny says very firmly. "Drink this. You'll feel better."

Hermione accepts the bottle of Butterbeer Ginny hands to her with a slight frown. "No, I'm actually feeling pretty good," she says. "The topics I revised most fully all came up, and my extended essay—"

"Hermione!" Ginny says. "Drink this. _I_ will feel better." Hermione squints at her.

"You see," she explains, "whilst your lips are on that bottle, and when you mouth is full of Butterbeer, and when you pause to swallow, you cannot talk. And because you cannot talk, I do not have to redo the Transfiguration exam I literally just took. So. Drink up!"

She cheers-es her bottle against Hermione's, takes a huge sip, then sighs. Hermione eyes her for a moment, before bursting out laughing. "You know, Ron said something similar to me once," she says. "I think it was something along the lines of 'it's bad enough we have to do an exam once, but I am certainly not going to do it twice so please shut up because I don't care what you put on question 14 b'."

"My brother isn't often very sharp, but on this occasion I think we can all agree that he does have his moments of infinite wisdom," allows Ginny.

"That's not fair, he's very clever!" says Hermione, springing to his defence at once.

"I _know_," she replies, sighing. All her revision seems to have pushed what remains of Hermione's sense of humour out of her brain. "Look," Ginny says, changing tack. "It's Thursday afternoon, and we don't have another exam until Monday morning. A whole day off from NEWTs tomorrow! So, let's just enjoy our Butterbeers and the fact that it's a nice day and not think about all the exams we have next week—_or_ replay the ones we've already done, okay?"

"Fine," Hermione agrees. "I suppose you're right. And I'm sorry for being such a pain lately. I just...get stressed about exams."

"_Really_?!" Ginny says, overacting astonishment until Hermione shoves her sideways off the blanket. "Honestly, though, Hermione," she adds, holding her gaze. "_Everyone_ gets stressed about exams. Not just you."

"Oh, I know," Hermione says quickly. "Just the other day, I was talking to Padma Patil, and she said—"

"Hermione," interrupts Ginny. "No offence, but if you carry on like you have been doing, accosting people and forcing them to go over and over and over their revision plans, and asking do they think the goblin rebellion of 1403 will come up on Tuesday's paper, and what did they put for the extended essay question on that Charms paper, people will—"

"Not like me very much?" Hermione asks ruefully.

"I was going to go for hex you, but probably that too," Ginny says.

"I'm sorry, I really am," she says. "I've always struggled around exam time, but it's not been this bad before. I don't know if it's because NEWTs are, you know, _it_—the last big exam—or because I'm not having to stop my revising every thirty seconds to stop Harry and Ron running off on some hair-brained plan to prevent a wannabe Death Eater attacking the school, or stop Voldemort rising again or something. I always used to get stressed about exams before, but that did help me keep things in perspective. It's hard to panic so much about Cheering Charms or how to mix a Forgetfulness Potion when you've got...well, you know."

Ginny sips her Butterbeer thoughtfully. "So, basically, what we need is another Dark Lord to come back and attack us, and me to be the only person who can stop him, planning to rush off headlong into danger to save the world, so you can hold me back instead of panicking over the Herbology practical on Monday."

"Yes, that sounds entirely reasonable," Hermione nods.

"I think I've even got a lip-liner in my bag somewhere that I can use to draw a lightning-bolt scar on my forehead," she says, "or is that too cliché? Should I go for another shape?"

"Ask Luna, she's much more artistic than me," says Hermione.

They drink their Butterbeer in companionable silence for a few moments, the only sound the lapping of the lake on the shore.

"How about," Ginny asks carefully, "we say that you are absolutely not allowed to discuss exams beyond what is normal with anyone in the entire school, except me, and I can be your outlet for all your stress? That way you might still have one or two other friends by the time school's out, and I won't have to supervise detention for anyone who hexes you when you're at your most annoying?"

Hermione smiles sheepishly. "I hear what you're saying," she says, "and I'll try to...tone it down a bit. But that offer doesn't sound much fun for you, so I—"

"I reserve the right to clobber you around the head with a Beater's bat and/or drag you off to Madam Pomfrey for a calming draught if you get too much," Ginny says. "But if you just need to, you know, let off some steam, you can do that with me. I'll listen to you prattle on about question 14b or whatever it is. That's what friends are for. You can pay me back later."

Hermione reaches over and squeezes her hand. "Thank you," she says. "That is very kind of you." She says it sincerely, but Ginny just shrugs.

"It's no big deal."

"Maybe not to you," Hermione replies. "Look. We've..._I've_...only got to survive until a week on Wednesday, then it's all over. I reckon I can do it, with you. And, when it's over, I'm going to buy you all the Butterbeer in the _world_," she says with feeling, holding up a half-drunk bottle.

Ginny raises her own, after swigging the last few dregs. "When the exams are over," she answers, "you can buy me a bottle of Firewhiskey."

"Oh, I don't—"

"To _begin_ with."


End file.
